ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

They did not quite understand why I wanted to walk.
But they were delighted with the idea of going to Lugano
and Como and then to Milan.

*Where do you come from?9 I asked them.

They were all from the villages between Verona and
Venice. They had seen the Garda. I told them of my
living thefe.

*Those peasants of the mountains,' they said at once,
'they are people of little education. Rather wild folk.'

And they spoke with good-humoured contempt.

I thought of Paolo, and II Duro, and the Signor Pietro,
our padrone, and I resented these factory-hands for criti-
cizing them.

So I sat on the edge of the stage whilst they rehearsed
their parts. The little thin intelligent fellow, Giuseppino,
was the leader. The others read their parts in the laborious,
disjointed fashion of the peasant, who can only see one
word at a time, and has then to put the words together,
afterwards to make sense. The play was an amateur
melodrama, printed in little penny booklets, for carnival
production. This was only the second reading they had
given it, and the handsome, dark fellow, who was roused
and displaying himself before the girl, a hard, erect piece of
callousness, kughed and flushed and stumbled, and under-
stood nothing till it was transferred into him direct through
Giuseppino. The fat, fair, slow man was more conscien-
tious. He laboured through his part The other two men
were in the background more or less.

The most confidential was the fat, fair, slow man, who
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